A WINDOW IN THRUMS
put it into Hendry's hands. He slowly turned
over the leaves to his favourite chapter, the
fourteenth of John's Gospel Always, on
eventful occasions, did Hendry turn to the
fourteenth of John.

" Let not your heart be troubled ; ye believe
in God, believe also in Me.

" In My Father's house are many mansions;
if it were not so I would have told you. I go
to prepare a place for you."

As Hendry raised his voice to read there was
a great stillness in the kitchen. I do not know
that I have been able to show in the most
imperfect way what kind of man Hendry was,
He was dense in many things, and the clever-
ness that was Jess's had been denied to him.
He had less book-learning than most of those
with whom he passed his days, and he had little
skill in talk. I have not known a man more
easily taken in by persons whose speech had
two faces. But a more simple, modest, upright
man, there never was in Thrums, and I shaH
always revere his memory.
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